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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Got up early this morning to help remove the 
Royal Plate from Windsor to Buckingham Palace. Inspected some 
more pictures in the studios, by R.A.’s mostly. Pictures of high 
class generally, but lack the humour of some of the “ outsiders’ ”’ 
Productions. So I left early, and made my way to take part in 
Madame Kato’s festivities on board the new Japanese iron ship 
Paji. Great fun and jolly to see the merry little Japs dressed up 
not unlike the British mariner and smiling all over their olive- 
brown countenances. The Japs are certainly civilising themselves 
rapidly. 

A NECESSITY. 


It’s perfectly certain, whatever you say 
(Though you’ve made no remark whatsoever), 
That civilisation is making its way 
And the Jap is uncommonly clever. 
And none can dispute it, however he tries 
To laugh at the thing or pooh-pooh it, 
That you'll have to possess, if you must civilise, 
A lot of big warships to do it. 


I had to make off to 50, Queen Anne’s Gate, to cheer up and 
assist the Princess Louise at the opening of the Royal Drawing 
Society’s Show. 


Thursday.—Spent some pleasant, instructive, and amusing 
moments at the New English Art Clubs’ Show at the Dudle 
Gallery, then off to hear tne Bethesda Choir sing in Mr. Glad- 
stone’s back garden at Hawarden. Dined with the Duke of Fife 
to | the rebuilding fund of the Alexandra Hospital for children 
with hip disease. Also dined with Mr. Baker at the Café Monico 


to celebrate his not getting in for Chertsey. 


Notice, -The Editor will not be anst 
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Friday.—Attended sale of Nelly Farren’s jewels. Very nice 
jewels and shouldn't mind having some of them. Sorry Nelly had 
to part with them. Sic transit gloria mundi. Looked in at one of 
the Law Courts, and came upon a curious dispute about the mean- 
ing of *‘ the usual terms,” in the settlement of a case. 


QUITE SIMPLE. 


You'd scarce expect to find the germs 
Of spirited dispute 

Within the pbrase “ the usual terms "’ 
(In settling a suit) ! 

The law's expressions oft amuse 
But when these legal firms 

Say “usual terms,’’ they simply use 
The usual terms. 


Saturday.—Showed Mrs. Humphrey Ward the way to Edmonton, 
where she laid the foundation stone of the new free library given 
to that district by Mr. Passmore Edwards—one of his * usual,”’ 
Then made my way round to West Ham to the Loan Exhibition of 
Pictures. Was pleased to find some old friends there. Hurried down 
to the Crystal Palace to see Aston Villa win the cup tie. Saw 
them do it, and heard Lord Rosebery speak a piece, then back to 
the Savage Club dinner at the Holborn. Mr. Beerbohm Tree very 
funny in the chair—one of the seats of the mighty. 


Monday.—Hel the Archbishop of Canterbury to invest the 
Venerable David Howell as Dean of St. David's, at Lambeth 
Palace. Dined with Mr. G. J. Holyoake at the National Liberal 


Club. 


Tuesday.—Got an intimation from my Colonel that my volunteer 
corps would start for the battlefield early this morning. Asked Mr, 
Fon for a holiday. Got it, but shan't go bothering with my blessed 
regiment. The fact is, I so seldom get a holiday, that I am 


A LITTLE EXCITED, 


Hooray! Hooray! I’m off to-day 
Released by Mr. Fun, 

And, as a treat, 1 mean to eat 
A spicy hot cross bun. 


And, should it rest upon my chest 


In indigestive were 
And make me ill, I'll get a still 


More lengthy holiday. 
So, all serene, God Save the Queen 


And bless the Jubilee, 
And when, in pride, she takes that ride 


May I be there to see! 
Tue Sporres. 
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‘* Well, Miss Molly, so there’s a new baby, is there ? 


Bank Holiday. 


Bank Ho.wipay has come round a-gain, though it will be a loss 
to many. People will go ‘‘on the loose,” get ‘tight,’’ and wake 
up the next morning with a head feeling as big as ‘‘ three acres,” 
with the ‘cow’ thrown in; anyway, it will be one acher. But 
some folks are as ‘ hard as nails,’ and can get ‘‘ screwed’ without 
any at-tacks of pain. 

‘Appy ‘Ampstead wili be patronised by ‘Arry and ’Arriet, for 
‘birds of a feather flock together,’’ and the ’Arriets are most de- 
cidedly ‘ birds of a feather,’ and plume themselves on their flaunt- 
ing head-gear. 'Arry will revel in tuppenny smokes, and ‘‘ mokes”’; 
the number of the latter would be “‘ hard to beat’ anywhere, but 
they get beaten all the same. 

The more ‘ober-minded citizens, with their families, will seek the 
sylvan shades of the parks, and make the most of the ‘ golden 
hours "’ at the expense of a few coppers, for they bring their eatables 
and drinkables with them, and picnic on the grass—which is not 
such a “green” proceeding as you might suppose—while the 
denizens of alleys hover round and pick and “nick”’ all they can 
lay their bands on. 

Many will rush to the seaside, and not a few will ‘‘ rush ” anyone 
they can; they don’t ‘“ care a rush” who it is. A dip in the briny 
is scarcely ‘‘ worth the candle" at this season of the vear, but 
some of the ‘“ great unwashed ” will take their annual bath, and 
get into ‘ hot water" with the bathing-machine proprietors if they 
attempt to stop and dry themselves, for the former's motto on 
Bank Holidays is the blunt one—* Look sharp !"’ 

Altogether, one Bank Holiday is very much like another—people 
make up their minds to enjoy themselves, and don't care what it 

costs— until the next morni: g, when many are mourning, especially 
as regards their optics, which the looking-glass informs them is no 


' 


optical! delusion "’! 
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Which is it, a boy or a girl?”’ 
““Why, nobody doesn’t know yet, 'cause it hasn't been christened.’ 


An Easter-/Seaside ‘Song, 
WITH INTERPOLATIONS, 


Ou, for the spray of the briny ! 

(But not when it ruins my clothes !) 
Oh, for the shingle so shiny! 

(But not when it mangles my toes !) 


Oh, for the sailing excursions 

(But not when quite prostrate I lie !) 
Oh, for the pier’s gay diversions ! 

(But not when my tailor I spy!) 
Oh, for the hours spent in angling! 

(But not when the fishes won’t bite !) 
Oh, for seaweed disentangling ! 

(But not when a crab grips me tight!) 
Oh, for rooms bright as a posy ! 

(But not when there’s “life” in the 

tick !) 

Oh, for the girls brown and rosy! 

(But not when their fathers me kick!) 
Oh, for the drives long and rural! 

(But not when it rains hard all day !) 
Oh, for the niggers’ ‘ too-looral '’! 

(But not when the hat comes my way !) 
Oh, for the rocks cool and shady ! 

(But not when the snap-shot fiend’s 

close !) 

Oh, for the smiling landlady ! 

(But not wheu her charges are gross !) 











’‘Arry and ’Arriet. 


‘Arrict. —‘‘ Tike me ter Madam 
Tusser’s on Benk ’Allerday, will yer, 
’Arry ?” 


’Arry.—‘* No, mate, I cawn’t stand 
some o’ them wax figgers; they’re 
dressed too bloomin’ toffish for me. I 
don’t feel at home among ’em.”’ 

’Arriet. “But the ‘Chamber of 
’Orrers’ is orl right, ain’t it, ’Arry ?”’ 

’Arry.—* Yus, but we should soon 
get sick of it. I tell yer wot, mate— 
let’s go ter Kew Gardings; there yer 
kin see natur’ at ’er best.” 

’Arriet.— ‘‘Wot kind 0’ 
human natur’?” 

"Arry (witheringly).—‘‘No, no, yer 
bloomin’ mug! Jnhuman natur’— 
flowers an’ trees, an‘ sich-like !”’ 


natur’— 


That Dangerous Highway of Gray’s Inn. 


CaN you name me a street that has vehicles big 
(Pantechnicons, coal carts, and drays) in, 

Which are apt to lose wheels fizzlewhizzledegig ? 
Yes, the treacherous highway of Gray’s Inn ! 


Can you name me a road where the gilded élite, 
Who ride one-hossed and double-hossed shays in, 

Stand chances of cheerlessly kissing the street ? 
Yes, the rocky old highway of Gray’s Inn! 


Can you name me a street where from omnibus-top 
(As you're joying the vernal sun’s blaze in) 

You are likely to drop neck-and-heels-over-crop ? 
Yes, the jeopardous highway of Gray’s Inn! 


Can you name me a street where bad accidents three, 
On an average, happen ten days in, 

Giving scope for more work to the Great Royal Free ? 
Yes, the tumble-down highway of Gray’s Inn 


Can you name mea street where (at seasons too few) 
A few paviors loiter and laze in, 

And it seems that more harm than improvement they do ? 
Yes, the groggy old highwa7 of Gray’s Inn! 


Can you name—But nomore! When you're crossing that street, 
I beseech you, tread circumspect ways in, 

Lest some Gray’s-Inneeque “ spill’ knock you bang off your feet, 
And your shins get a jolly good Grazin’!! 
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Madame Sans-Géne was presented by Sir 
Henry Irving at the Lyceum on Saturday, 
the 10th inst. It is a comedy in three acts, 
preceded by a prologue, the work of Victorien 
Sardou and Emile Moreau, adapted by 
Mr. J. Comyns Carr. Miss Ellen Terry alone 
would confer success upon this play, as she 
is present in every scene. It is clear that 
: broad comedy is her real forte, and she revels 
a in it prolifically. Bursting in upon the scene 
of her laundry, in a rush from the streets, where the Revolu- 
tionists and Royalists are freely exchanging ‘‘plums,’’ she 
comes before us in all the freshness of a gay young washer 
woman, talking the vulgar slangy English so expressive with the 
working classes. It is delightful to see her bustle and skip about. 
She speaks of Napoleon, the young lieutenant, whose washing she 
apparently does gratis. In the midst of the social disturbances, 
which are in active operation, as seen by the crowds of soldiers and 
people passing along the narrow street at the rear of the stage 
abutting upon the laundry to the singing of the Marseillaise, 
the impecunious Fouché, another unprofitable customer of 
Catherine’s (Madame Saus-Géne), rushes in and demands 
his linen. The Comte de WNeipperg, a Royalist, fleeing 
from the soldiers of the National Guard, craves asylum of 
Catherine. She takes pity upon him in his desperately wounded 
condition, and hides him in her bedroom just as the voice of her 
soldier-lover, Lefebvre, sergeant of the National Guard, is heard out- 
side clamouring admittance. He searches and finds the wounded 
Comte, but conceals the fact from his comrades, and arranges with 
Catherine for the Comte’s rescue. This is the prologue which is 
supposed to take place on the 10th August, 1792. Act 1 opens in 
1811, in the time of the first Empire, and the scene is a 
salon in the palace at Compiégne. Catherine is amongst the 
lucky plebiscite which has profited by the exigencies of the social 
upheaval, and she is now a duchess, whilst her husband is Marshal 
of the Imperial Army. Fouché also participates in the good 
fortune as Minister of Police and Duc d’Oranto. In the pre 
liminary to the reception which is subsequently held, Miss Ellen 
Terry affords the house some very clever clowning, such as fitting 
n shoes and costumes, and taking lessons in deportment, which 
she terms ‘ monkey tricks,” from Mr. Norman Forbes as Vesprceaux. 
Her husband remonstrates at her non-observance of con- 
ventionalities incident to their exalted position, and informs her 
that the Emperor has heard of her conduct and commanded a 
divorce and her banishment from Court. Here is the occasion for 
all the display of Ellen Terry's tenderness and honest womanly 
sentiment. Fouché warns Lefebvre of an intended disparagement 
to be wreaked by Napoleon's sisters upon Catherine, who has 
incurred their jealousy and resentment. In this feminine encounter 
Catherine scores palpably. Acts 2 and 3 are played in the 
Emperor's room in the Palace at Compiégne. Now we come upon 
the Great One Napoleon—moody and petulant. The little, dumpy 


figure of the Emperor, so well known from prints and paintings, 








looms before an astonished house in all-seeming realism. Sir 
Henry Irving bas achieved a triumph in the art of dis- 
sembling; the make-up is masterful. Well, after o few 


preliminaries and settlement of disputes between his sisters, 
who are full of raillery against Catherine, the latter comes 
before him. She pleads to him with all the old well-known force ; 
actually reminding him of the old days of her washerwomanhood, 
and presents him with one of his unpaid washing bills, reminding 
him of his battles she has accompanied as andiére, end 


2 
meant 





réelal Ititudinous instences of her atta 


and advances mu 
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Napoleon is won over, and Catherine is restored to favour, 
and her husband. Mr. Mackintosh, to whom is entrusted 
the part of Fouché, is happy in its interpretation. Mr. 
Frank Cooper is very valiant, straightforward, and engaging as 
Lefebvre ; Mr. Ben Webster fulfils the somewhat disheartening rdle, 
Comte de Neipperg, with feeling and vigour; Miss Gertrude 
Kingston and Miss Julia Arthur are respectively astonishing in the 
parts of Caroline, Queen of Naples, and E isa, Princess of Piombino, 
sisters of the Emperor. Some 40 actors and actresses take up 
incidental and necessary parts with commendable aplomb and 
dexterity. Miss Ellen Terry's brilliant performance revived 
memories of her acting in The Belle’s Stratagem of many years 
back. The scenery and appointments are grand and sumptuous, 
generally. Madame Sans-Géne will long be remembered as a 
distinct triumph on the part of Sir Henry Irving, whose treatment 
of so uncongenial and implacable a character as that of Napoleon, 
both in manner and appearance, must be held to be unsurpassable. 
The Duke of Cambridge and suite were present, likewise many 
thers prominent socially, in art, and literature. Sir Henry was 
constrained to make his usual offering of tbanks at the termination 
f the performance. 

Mr. Tree will produce at his new theatre, to be called Her 
Majesty's Theatre, Mr. Gilbert Parker's play, The Seats of the 
Mighty, on the 28th inst. 

A fancy dress ball, in commemoration of Her Majesty's long 

ig f the Nursing Division of the Soldiers and 


reign, and in aid 
{ssociation, will be held at the Crystal Palace on 


"ae A ee : 
Sauors Families 
\ ednesday 


Arrangements have been entered into with Mr. I. Grey for a 
ew four-act play of strong dramatic interest, by Walter E. 
Grogan, of Torquay, to be produced shortly by Mr. Norman V. 


f 
s 


Norman at a series of matinées ata West End London Theatre 
Mr. Norman will play the leading part. 

Friday, April 30th, has been appointed the receiving day fo 
works intended for the summer exhibition of the Society of English 


Painters, at the Regent Gallery, 235, Regent Street, W. 


No Age Mentioned. 


Miss Elderl ‘This is the anniversary of my birthday.” 


(Tey 
Mr. Chump (anxious to please).-*‘ I'm sure you don't look itt "’ 
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OVERHEARD AT PORTSMOUTH. ‘A FACT 


Salvation Army Member.—“' War Cry, Miss?” 
+} me! Wot d'ye tike me for a b.coin’ hactress?”’ 
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Funniboy.— I say, old man, po be more careful!" 
Winkle (who has not jeopardised his friend's life this time).—‘‘ Careful of what?” 


Funniboy.—‘' Your cartridges!” 





Easter Monday at the Cape. 


KRUGER :— 
Up we go, Joubert, and never say die ! 
Up we go, Leyds, there is nothing to fear! 
Are we to stop when our friend there says, ‘‘ Hi! ”’ 
Is he the paramount power out here ? 
Pooh! Nota bit of it! Joubert sit tight; 
Leyds, you had better work harder, my friend ; 
For, if at last it should come to a fight, 
Who is to say where the matter will end ? 


Work away, Joubert! Oh, ain't it a game? 
Shove away, Leyds! It’s a regular treat! 
List to the Britishers shouting out ‘‘ shame’”’ ! 
Well, let ’em shout! For they shan’t have a seat. 
Let them shout on, need we care for the fuss ? 
We'll swing ourselves, though the world wag it’s tongue ; 
Do they dream that we'll have them come swinging with us ? 
Do they think that we'll ever by Britons be swung ? 


Up she goes, Joubert! Oh, isn’t it prime? 

a she goes, Leyds ; we're out for the day! 
Stick to it both, let us have a good time, 

To look at old Chamberlain's good as a play. 
Hark at him shouting to tell us to stop— 

Send her up, Joubert, and stick to your place, 
Let him shout on till he’s ready to drop ! 

Let him shout on till he’s blue in the face. 


Houp-la, my Joubert! So—put her along! 
Houp-la, my Leyds, it is bully for you! 
Joubert, my boy, you might tip us a song. 
‘* My old Dutch,” gentle Joubert, is old, but will do; 
Leyds on his German mouth-organ will play ; 
I'l] sing the chorus for all I am worth ! 
Strike uP, my hearties, we're out for the day ! 
Straight! I feel as if I were the king of the earth. 











CHAMBERLAIN :— 


Hi, there, I cay, what the deuce are you at ? 
Hang it, you know, give the others a chance. 

Can't stop it, can’t you? We’ll see about that! 
Better climb down, if your cause you’d advance. 

Eh, what? You won’t? Here’s a nice state of things ? 
Hi, there, my temper I’m losing at last— 

Think you’re the boss of the show and the swings ? 
H’m, Master Kruger, you're going too fast ! 


Better climb down while that climb is allowed, 

Ere I invoke the strong arm of the law, 
Or you will risk being lynched by the crowd, 

Out of it, Misters, we’ve had enough “ jaw.” 
Come along, Kruger, ou wily old man, 

You've got to give way as you’ll find to your cost. 
Out of it, Kruger, as fast as you can— 

The game you would play, ere your play it is lost. 


Come along, Joubert—you’d better give way ! 
Tis foolish my warnings to mock at and flout— 
Ovt you come, Leyds, for it really won’t pay 
My power much longer to laugh at and doubt. 
Out you all come, ere I send for the p’lice— 
I’ve had enough of your Doppering tricks— 
War, if you like! Though I recommend Peace — 
You really can't have all this swinging for ‘“ nix.”’ 


Hi, there! Just stop! Can’t you hear? That’s enough ! 
And more than enough! So, out you all come! 

My temper once roused you will find pretty rough— 
A few minutes more and I’ll make the show “ hum.” 


(Sotto voce.) 
I'm tired of this, if they do not come out 
Pretty soon I shall have to compel them to go— 
They have got to come out, there is not any doubt, 
Though I have to get angry and “‘ bust up the show.” 


eee 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 150.) 


TIME’S UP!” 
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William will be prepared with his big guns for the occasion. 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah “There must be some mistake, I don’t owe a penny.” 
: . “Oh, yes, yer do, mister,”’ he replied, ‘‘I’ll prove it to yer in | 
. Winklepnuff. once, see?” and he drew from a greasy pocket-book a long blue NS 
§ slip, on the back of which I recognised my signature. . 
. No. 6.—* AN UNWELCOME GUEST.” “That villain Boffles.” I remembered it all then. On the 
: : 7 ; sé ” i 
Tar Reverend Mr. Shadwick consented—at Amelia’s request—to eg red _ 1 sone yo Meggen 3 joes rea ge rege Pe 
pees = ined ——— coe ne Ts i oe Bo beached,” he said), and would have to get someone to ‘‘ back a bill ” 
rage,” = ~ bes ‘'t "Bet should I Poremiah Winklepuff the for him. With my usual thirst—for information, 1 mean—I had _ | 
"Rh ste , a. SS non innocently asked him what “ backing a bill ”’ was. 
f _ : - ; 
al Pe ee ee py lbp ae tad taal He said he would show me how it was done, then and there. 
| : : ‘ : Alas! he did, and I know now. 
t coca . nar age yom her Deer cypigrtn -pendag head pena ‘‘ You see ’’—the man went on—‘ Mr. Boffles ain't no class, ain't 
‘ ° ) 3 § : > ; : £69 tot : ; 
. provided I repeated after him the apology he had prepared, and ~ ie wo er et aa sil yon oe go age eng apa / 
t that it should be before the whole of his congregation, and also 8 — a iy , ” | 
ive him five pounds “ for the ‘ necessitous peor,’ or for any other to take the pranner and a table or two as make ups for expenses. | 
B | eg Pats DOCSREOEE PCE, iad 7 ‘‘ Hold, wretched minion of a slavish law, Boffles shall pay!”’ 
i purpose he thought fit. I shouted 
Again I said no. I would apologise in my own words, and pay “Tell yer, he ain’t got no oof,” he returned.” 280° S753 ~—7% 
him thirty shillings or let him do his worst. The matter was Of ah a def my yelled to our domestic a. having followed ( 
sv ’ lige j i0 y £ - r . . . } ’ J 
dons dd eked waatre dren Bo a a Cee me up, was gazing at our little scene through the open door, “go | 
T acaaiiaaell the money was cient recompense for the and fetch a policeman. No, on second pte I'll go. Geset | 
injuries (?) he had received, and resolved on a plan by which I pee is ty ay rene ee ae Ge SE ee eee Oe a. * | 
nt 3 j one 6 ir. . ae ‘ . ow. i 
— a ryote pvnadinedbcbsged ne the chair “ That's orl right, mister,” retorted the man, ‘‘ you keep yer ’air | 
‘* Just to see the fun, gov,”’ he said, and added something about rae Wild ‘osses shouldn’t drag me from the spot. 1 him 
“not getting a beanfeast every day,” but I repressed him, and Boftles was not at home. His landlady said she would tell him | 
eallied fc dion ate 7 rT _™ [ had called. Did she know who I was? 
: ’ rt A e, 6d a . . , reat. 99 \Yoarse i 
On arriving at the house, I could see—through a half-open door si ee, , pe mad gent from Melpemone ;Villa.’’ (Coarse, 
that preparations had been made to receive me in full state. So ee oe eee F : = eae te | 
on the signal given me to proceed, I merely put my head round I found him at last, hanging over the public-house bar taiking 60 
the door. and said ie sy ion — my pseudo attraction ‘‘ Baby,” the barmaid. He turned round 
Ae ae ) :, ; , I hurried up, and said— 
“Oh! it’ seting! beg your pardon,’ and then withd = Ds : . ; , 
abruptly as if had me WP dy 1 m Bi ee “Hello, Puffy! What’s up? You look a bit saucy. Missus got 
tae sapntcnser i Dygl entotgeee : the measles?” 
I had “begged his pardon,’’ but scarcely in the manner he 14 We - or . 
intended. But I had saved my self-respect, and went home “Not wretched — I thundered. ‘ It's—Sheeney and Co. 
obuckling. thirty quid,” and my voice sank into a horrified whisper—‘‘ a man 
Our email a. in possession.” 
miedihe opened the “Oh! is that all?” he said. ‘ Wait till I’ve finished my beer, 
aan tot uk ot and I’ll go and have a look at him. Sheeny’s man ain’t a bad sort 
a ” 
Melpomene Villa. of Johnny. us 
She told me I waited woile < 
Amelia had gone he finished his Yy 
gut. kak tae morning car- oe 
added, with au nae and then 
absurd giggle, ragged him 
“Theer's a gent across the road 
a6 watte ver ortul to my desecrated 
bad in tne best —— 
drorin’ room ' ti il 7h, ~— 
A gentleman! E . ~ oe 
Who could it be ? rane aio ot 
Had a grateful eee 
country at last po a 
deigned to recog- wthhk ee 
nise the merits of nag Fy b ong: 
Jeremiah Winkie ~~ geetantndoncietnionet un 
puff? I had had He rose respect pe 
Sabah * inline fully as Boffles pel 
lately, headed by ae in, and thi 
a& crown, desiring ~~ t's the 
{my presence at a litt] vs only a Th 
\ meeting of magis aS6 . hears this ip? 
wales. of some time, sir. on 
ne's A GENT AS WA VER.” thing but think (rreat powers | his 
ing there must be some mistake, | had taken no notice of them. _7 wretched of 
With a beating heart I turned the handle of the door to the neighbour , was sa A ; ‘ de: 
‘‘ best drorin’ room," and advanced proudly into the room. _ the habit of receiving these little bills, and thirty pounds “4 tio 
A dirty-looking man was seated on one of our best chairs (with little — ' : ee , no 
his feet on another) smoking a still dirtier pipe, filling the room ee laughed and said, “‘ You've got _ soft sow by the wri = | bat 
and curtains with a suffocating aroma. time, Hawkins. Let's have a look at it. Yes,” he continued, see 
“ Why, you low scoundrel,” I said, ‘how dare—— ?” turning to me, ‘it looks all right. You take my tip, Puffy, and us 
“It's orl right gov’nor,” he said, retreating behind the chair as I pay up at once. It saves a lot of trouble. I thought you che col 
clerical this time.) know,” and, laughing airily, he strolled out of the house. __ - 
‘I've seed the missus,” he continued, ‘‘and she went to look [ was speechless. This was the man for whom—this the St. 
arter yer. See! My word, ain't she in a paddy. It's about the man—oh | na 
little bill of thirty quid, Sheeney and Co., you know. As the other rec 
varty ain't paid, you've got to, see! and I remains ‘ere to see you . boc 
on’t move yer sticks, see!'’ (he had an irritating way of saying Suggestive. Bh¢ 
See!) I got angry and shrieked, Str Wicitiam Harcovrt is down to address a public meeting nat 
oy. Do you mean to tell me I've got to have a dirty-looking scamp on the 27th inst. at Abertillery. There is something about that ne} 
like you about the house till I’ve paid thirty quid?" (I used the name we like. It is suggestive of “artillery,” and no doubt Sir | Th. 
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Who’s Who? 


Messrs. A. AND C, Brack have published a volume of vanities 
under this interrogative title which cannot fail to fascinate those 
people who delight in knowing—and who does not ?—something 
personal of people who have gained some measure of distinction in 
this sublimary world. The editor, Mr. Douglas Sladen, says that 
the vast majority of the biographical notices are autobiographical. 
This merit, or demerit, enables us to ascertain, to some extent, the 
innermost nature of the man or woman referred to, and the special 
recreation of the biographed person will afford some indication of 
his or her mental caste. Possessing an agreeable amount 
of vanity, we, in the first instance, searched for a 
description of ourself amongst this immaculate  collec- 
tion of illustrissimi. Imagine our disappointment at finding 
no mention of our world-wide notoriety. The volume is utterly 
barren of reference to us. Mr. Douglas Sladen says “It will be 
seen at a glance that literature is over-represented.”’ Thenit struck 
us that, of course, in this sober, business-like compilation there 
could be no room for Fun. Well, we suppressed the silent tear, 
and resolved to turn over a new leaf—we do that every seventh day 
—and searched for our comic contemporary, Punch. Ah! the 
St. Peter Sladen had admitted him. Then we passed on to the 
hame Irving, Sir Henry, and were amazed at reading that his 
recreation is acting. Turning over the leaves we alighted upon Lub- 
ock, Sir John ; Recreations : Natural History, Travelling. So we 
should think. You are compelled to travel when hunting after 
natural history, as Mark Twain didthechamois. Gladstone, W.E., 
next came under notice. His recreation is simply Literature. 
That covers a multitude of sins, post-cards inclusive. We could 
"ave gone on dipping into this engaging volume but for other pres- 
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SOME HINTS FOR THE PROCESSION. 


CONTRASTS IN COSTUME. 1837—1897. 


sing engagements. There is @ superior get-up air about this 
volume, in its red cloth and gold edging, bevelled to obviate dogs- 
ears, and the price is three and sixpence net. It will forma fitting 
ornament for your bookshelf, as Messrs. Black's publicat‘ons in- 
variably do. 

Messrs. H. Marshall and Son are publishing a new penny serial, 
The World's Musical Life. It is bright and chatty. 


A Pzean to Khoulalonkorn. 


(“She'd git ’er little banjo an’ she’d sing ‘ Kulla-lo-lo!’’’— 
RupyaRD KIPLING.) 


Ir Britannia’s dames would please 
Dusky monarch Siamese, 
When he comes from overseas, 
They might take a hint, or so, 
From the dainty Burma maid 
Who her little banjo played, 
And her soldier's heartstrings swayed, 
As she sang “ Kulla-lo-lo!” 


Should they strike the soothing strain 
Of that sweet and soft refrain 
To that monarch's ear and brain, 
How his happy heart would glow 
With a warm triumphant flame, 
For he'd fancy that their aim 
Was to welcome him BY NAME, 
As they sang “ Kulla-lo-lo!” 


SS 
RIE Se a 








Pe 3 
we 


¥ * 
inte pe ES 


Pan ae ie 


te RR hn eager 













o & , 
ae rv ae 
Mae Pia ae tO VE 


ee ee 


oe Mer 3 


wth 


a ee aes Wee 


iat plans 


; 
| 
| 


: 
' 
i 
; 




















FUN. 





APRIL 20, 1897. 
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Jubilee! 
A LIGHT COMEDY IN TWO CELEBRATIONS. 





Dramatis Persone:— 


Marmaduke Monibagges, Esq. 

Mrs. Monibagges .....-- vet A Well-to-do Family. 
Mary, Tom, and Ethel ...... 

Mrs. Brown .ocececessescees? A Stoney-broke Family. 
Evadne, Harold, and Violet ..} 


Scene I.—A Drawing Room Mayfair. 


Curtain rises and discovers the Monibagges family discussing the 
Ju celebrations.) 

Mrs. Monibagges.—* And you have secured good seats !"’ 

Monibagges.—“ Excellent. A cosy little room on the first floor. 
We shall see splendidly. Of course, it is rather expensive. Two 
hundred and fifty pounds is a lot of money. 

Mrs. Monibagges.—“ Never mind the money on an occasion like 
this. The chil are dying to seen the Queen and the Princes on 
horseback, and the soldiers.’ 

Mary.—*“ Will the German Emperor be there, mother ?” 

Tom.—" Certainly not. They wouldn’t have him after that 
telegram !”’ 

Ethel.—** What a pity, I should so like to see him.”’ 

‘ Mrs. M.—** How are your Southwark tenements letting, Marma- 
uke?"’ 

M. M.—“ Splendidly, splendidly. They will bring in thousands. 
But the tenants are a great nuisance. Won'tclear out.” 

Mrs. M.—*“ The ingratitude of the people. And you have always 
been so considerate.” 

M. M.—“ We must expect ingratitude, Maria; it is always so. 
But I am getting them out by degrees ; A writ of ejectment here 
and a broker there; moral suasion, Maria, mora! suagion.”’ 

Mrs. M.—* fhe papers are taking it up. I see there is a com- 
ment in to-day's Fireworks.” 

M. M.—‘No. Where?” 

(Mrs. M. hands him paper’) 

M. M. (reading).—* Ah !—really now—shocking—why—bless my 
soul—oh, this is too bad, really, too bad. I say, you know this is 
libellous—dash it all! Listen here. (Reads out.) ‘Monibagges at 
it again. We hear that Mr. Monibagges, who owns many of the 
tenements on the line of route of the Jubilee procession, is 
inaugurating a system of wholesale eviction. is should be 
inquired into. Monibagges, as our readers are no doubt aware, is 
the same person whom we have had frequent occasion to denounce 
- a ‘efactoring humbug of the deepest dye.’ There—— 

Mrs. M.—* Hush, my dear, the children.”’ 


(The children have been quarrelling in a corner.) 


Ethel.—* I say he will, then!” 

-Tom.—"* We won't have it, I tell you; if he came I should hiss 
biss———”’ 

Mary.—*‘ Oh! he wouldn’t care for you——” 

Tom.—I say, father, will the German Emperor come over——’”’ 

M, M.—“ D—— the German ——”’ 

Mrs. M.—**‘ Marmaduke |" 

M. M.—** Yes, it’s very well to say Marmaduke, but how would 
you like to be called a ‘malefactoring humbug’? Eh, madam?” 

Mrs. M.—“* My dear Marmaduke, what does it matter what 
people say? Subscribe to something. To anything that publishes 
& list of names.” 

M. M.—“I will—fifty 
woman's Jubilee Fund. 
look? Eh?” 


ineas—to the Superannuated Washer- 
armaduke Monibagges. How would that 
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Mrs. M.—* Splendid.” 

M. M.—“ Ye:, I think I shall do that, then let them say what 
they like.” 

Ethel.—“ And you'll have a bonfire?” 

Tom.—*“ And fireworks ? ” 

Mary.—* And fairy lights in the windows?” 

Ethel.—“ And I shall have a ‘ corenation bonnet’? ” 

Mary.—“ So shall I.” 

M. M.—“ Yes, my dears, yes. This is an occasion, such as may 
not occur again, for letting oneself go.” 


(Family group, limelight, and curtain.) 


Scene II.—Tenement Kitchen. 


(Curtain rises and discovers the Brown family discussing the 
Jubilee celebrations.) 

Mrs. Brown.—“ Father is late; ah, here he is!” 

(Enter Brown ; tired out, he drops into chair.) 

Brown.—* Well, ’as the broker come ?” 

Mrs. Brown.—** Yurse, he’s a sitting in the parlour smokin’.”’ 

Brown.—" Ah, ’e is, is ‘e! Well, I won’t ’ave no brokers a 
smokin’ in my parlour! ’’ 

Mrs. Brown.—“ ’E’s all right, ’e is. It’s ole Monibagges——” 

Brown ge — nL Ah, if I ’ad ole Monibagges ’ere, I’d wring 
‘is ole neck. Where's the mangle?” 

Mrs. Brown.—“*The man come an’ fetched the mangle, and 
another man ’e come and fetched the sewin’ machine, and the 
milkman won’t leave no more——” - _ 

Brown.—“ Well, this is a Jubilee, this is. It’s all ter rights, this 
o Wot they wants ter come a persessioning down our street fer I 

unno.”’ 

Evadne.— Does the Queen wear ’er crown, farther ? "’ 

Harold.—“ Of course, she do.”’ 

Violet.—“ And will she come down our road, farther ? ”’ 

Brown.—“ Yurse, worse luek, she will, my gal. Oh, yurse, she’s 
a-comin’ down our road, she is. And we’ve got to clear out, we 
’ave.”” 

Mrs. Brown.—“ I’m sure she wouldn’t like it if she knowd——”’ 

Brown.—“’Ow’s she agoin’ ter know. (With biting sarcasm.) 
Shall I korl on ’er? ‘Mister Brown ter see ’er Majessty. Oh, yes. 
Come in. She’s witin’ fer yer in the drorin’-room.’ ”’ 

Violet.—* You'll take me, won’t yer, father?” 

Evadne.—* And me ?”’ 

Harold.—** And me?” 

Brown.—*“ Yurse, and yer mother, and ther broker ; what ho!”’ 

Mrs. Brown.—“ But won’t ole Monibagges give yer time? ”’ 

Brown.—“ No,’e won’t! ’°E’s a subscribin’ is ole Monibagges to 
the funds, he’s a-goin’ to tike a winder inthe Strand. ’E’s a-goin’ 
to celebrite ’e is, and we’re agoin’ to pay.” 

(A knock at the , 
(Brown oe it and takes paper.) 
Brown (reading).—“* Writ of Ejectment. Oh, this is orl ter 
rights, this is ! Good ole Jubilee.” 
(Sinks into chair, family group, and 
(Curtain.) 














A Unique Commemoration. 
(Several tenants in the Borough Road on the line of the Queen’s 


Jubilee Procession have been served with notices of eviction.”— 
Daily Paper.) 


WHILE every loyal liege his busy brain 
To celebrate our Sovereign Lady’s reign 
To some praiseworthy scheme is now directing, 
The borough landlord the auspicious day 
Is bent on keeping in his own sweet way— 
While others are projecting, he’s ejecting. 
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Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


Gadbur 


cocoa 
“Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—fasmsity ODocTror 
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Trifles about Topics. 


Toric I.—Mr. Upward, carried on a Cretan’s back through waist- 
deep water, “lit a cigarette and felt at ease.” 


Toric II.—The Westminster has had some entertaining corre- 
spondence (headed ‘“‘ The South Kensington Family Tree") on the 
pedigree of the Cole family. 


Toric III.—Archdeacon Diggle is greatly in favour of men 
knowing how to sew. 


Toric IV.—-No fewer than 107 fashionable marriages are 
arranged for between April 20th and April 30th. 


Toric V.—Dog-muzzling “ set in” on April 6th—the anniversary 
of Greece’s Independence Day. 


I.—THE SHOULDERING OF UPWARD’S ARMS. 


We thought that Upward’s schemes (when forth he fared, 
To make a new Thermopylez prepared) 

Would stand a goodish chance to end in smoke, 

Yet ne’er foresaw this more delightful joke. 

It did not strike us that our warrior fine 

Would board-school brat with city fop combine, 

And (with a want-wit Cretan for his hack) 

Enjoy—the childish game of pick-a-back! 


II,—A GENEALOGICAL CLAIMANT, 


Old King Cole was a merry old soul 
When he lived in the world below; 

But his mournful manes can no urbane ease 
In Elysian regions know. 

‘In this lengthy debate,”’ he exclaims, ‘‘ on the great 
South Kensington Family Tree, 

Is there no one so kind, ’mid the searchers, as find 
The true root of the matter in me? ”’ 


IIIl.— POOR HUBBY SINGS THE SONG OF THE SHIRT. 


The stern necessity we’ve long 

Foreseen, and long been gravely quoting it; 
And now, behold, in language strong, 

An archdiaconal voice is voting it. 
Yes, learn to sew, men! learn to sew! 

Your wives by manly fads are swallowed up, 
And, if not buttonless ye’d go, 

Let sempstress-work by you be followed up! 


IV.— MARRY IN MAY, REPENT—-— BEFORE JEUNE ! 


Of all the twelve months in the year, the most merry, 


Most charming and cheery, is said to be May: 


Yet the old superstition which brands it as very 


Unlucky for weddings seems still to hold sway ! 


And we pray that these lovers may prove to have rightly 


Avoided the month which the marriage-god shuns ; 


We trust that no grief-clouds will, ever so slightly, 


Arise to obscure their connubial suns ! 


V.—DOGGEREL OF GAIN AND LOSS. 


‘‘On April Sixth '’—so seers did croak, 

But, happily, not sooth they spoke— 
‘The Grecian war-dogs sure will show 
iad#ue¢ A wild, unmuzzled tendency 


To 
And bite thelr so-called foos”becauso 
On April Sixth, some years 


ago, 
They Gatnep their independency!" 


On April Sixth, a deep and dire 
Desire to bite the wn Sa 


In London ogs held, we fear, 


A sudden fierce ascendancy. 
oy yearned to use mordacious jaws 


1, vigorous spite—because 


On April Sixth, this 








nt year, 
They Lost thelr independency ! 








A man who is said to be wedded to his profession is seldom a 
pleasant companion, for he is always on the look-out for a possible 


co-respondent, 
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“T’ve got a thirst on me I wouldn’t sell for a quid.” 
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% BisG THE | 
CURE FOR INDIGESTION, [4 

6d. and 18. Samples of Bread and Biscuits sent on receipt of Stamps. 4 

Hovis Bread, Biscuits, and Flour can be obtained from all leading Bakers and Grocers in the British Isles. Should any difficult - 

be experienced in obtaining “HOVIS,” or if what is supplied be unsatisfactory, please write, and, In the latter case, enclosing sample 

(the cost of which will be defrayed) to 8. FITTON &@ 80N, Millers, Macclesfield. i, 
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FIVE POUNDS IN MONEY PRIZES! 
WHAT YOU HAVE GOT TO ODO. 
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Fill in the word omitted from each of the undermentioned sentences. 


Ten successful Competitors will each be awarded Ten Shillings. 








1. One side represented the countenance of a man 





2. In this plan all the of the old capital were to 
be remedied. 


8. This was a trivial specimen of 





4. In a few days the happy couple, for whom the joy bells 
had rung out so , separated. 








5. We choose one at last 


6. As we sailed up the creek we were struck with its beauty 
and : 
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The words must be filled in.on this page, which (postage prepaid) should be addressed to, 
and must reach the, 


EDITOR OF “FUN,” 


23, BOUVERIE STREET, E.C., 
not later than the 29th April instant. 





The award of the Hditor shall be final in every respect. 
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